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Ignore the rejection of wisdom,
Imprison the competence,
Disregard the book and file,
In avarice, blind fold the nation.
The sown seed develop to plant,
The plant to tree in vernal years,
While watering the plant, look deeply,
While manures live in gaze at hopes.
The three years as three centuries,
Watch, examine and dream, spent heart,
Prostrate sight on ticking wall clock,
"Silver flowers, Golden fruits, rise high.
The forestry hail all over,
Green evolution expand,
The shoots come out to flower,
Wait in anxiety for the bud.
The cock forgets to crow,
The hourglass neglect to flow,
The sun hesitates to glow,
The plants vegetate slow.
Still shoots out, shoots out,
No flower nor bud seen,
Feel a day as a year,
Feel a year as a century.